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I came to my meal with an ogre-like appetite and
gusto. Fee, faw, fum! Wife, where is that tender little
Princekin? Have you trussed him, and did you stuff
him nicely, and have you taken care to baste him and do
him, not too brown, as I told you? Quick, I am
hungry! I begin to whet my knife, to roll my eyes about,
and roar and clap my huge chest like a gorilla; and then
my poor Ogrina has to tell me that the little princes have
all run away, whilst she was in the kitchen, making the
paste to bake them in! I pause in the description. I won't
condescend to report the bad language, which you know
must ensue, when an ogre, whose mind is ill-regulated, and
whose habits of self-indulgence are notorious, finds himself
disappointed of his greedy hopes. What treatment of his
wife, what abuse and brutal behaviour to his children, who,
though ogrillons, are children! My dears, you may fancy,
and need not ask my delicate pen to describe, the language
and behaviour of a vulgar, coarse, greedy, large man with
an immense mouth and teeth, which are too frequently
employed in the gobbling and crunching of raw man's meat
And in this circuitous way you see I have reached my
present subject, which is. Ogres. You fancy they are dead
or only fictitious characters—mythical representatives of
strength, cruelty, stupidity, and lust for blood? Though
they had seven-leagued boots, you remember all sorts of
little whipping-snapping Tom Thumbs used to elude and
outrun them. They were so stupid that they gave in to
the most shallow ambuscades and artifices: witness that
well-known ogre who, because Jack cut open the hasty-
pudding, instantly ripped open his own stupid waistcoat
and interior. They were cruel, brutal, disgusting with

